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Tome liking, I fballbe out of heart fliortlf,S!icl then Ifliallliauc 
no ftrengthto repent. And I haue not forgotten wiiat the in- 
lidc of a Church is made of, I am a pepper cornel, a brewers 
horle, themfideof a Church. Company, villainous company 
hathbecne the ipoilcof me* 

Bar. Sir Iohn, youare fo fretful*, you can not liucloiva. 

Yal. Why, there is it, come, fing me a bawdicfongfmake 
mec merry* 1 was as vertuoufly giuen , as a gentleman need to 
be, vertuous enough, fwore little, dic't not aboue ieuen times a 
vveeke, went to a bawdy houfe , not aboue once in a quarter of 
an houre,paid money that 1 borrowed three or fourc times , li- 
ned well, and in good compafle,and now I liue out of all order, 
out of all compafle* 

Bar. Why, you arc lb fat, firlohn, that you muff needs bee 
outof all compafle:out of all r cafon able compalfe, firlohn. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and lie amend my life:thou art 
our Admiral, thou bcareft the lanternein the poope, but t*is iu 
the nole of theerthouart the knight of the burmnglampe* 

Bar * W hy, fir Iohn, my face does you no Iiarme* 

Fal. No, de bee iworne, I make as good vie of it , as manya 
man doth of a deaths head, or a memento wort . I neuet fee thy 
face,but Ithinkevponhell fire, and Diuesthatliuedm Purple: 
fo r there hee is in his robes burning, burning. If thou Wert any 
way giue to vertue, I would fweare by thy face: my othe fhould 
bee, By this fire that Gods Angell, But chou art altogether gi- 
uenouer : and weitindeede, butfor the light in thy face, the 
fonne of vtter darkenefle* When thou ranft vp Gads lull in 
the night, to catch my horfe, if I did not thinke , thou hadft bin 
an ignis fatuus >o\ m a ball of wild-fire, there's no pur chafe in mo- 
ney* 0 ,thouartaperpctualltnumph, aneuerlaftingbon-fire 
Jight,thouhaftfaucd me, athoufand Marks in Links, and Tor-* 
dies, walking with thee in thenight,betwixt Tauerne and Ta- 
uerne : but the I acke, that thou haft drunkc race , would haue 
bought mee lights as good cheapc , at the deareft Chandlers in 
Europe* ^1 haue maintained that Sallamander of yours, with 
fire, anytime this two andthirtieyeeres, God reward me for it. 
Bar . Zbloud, I would my face were in your belly# 

Yal. Godamercy, fo fhould I be fure to be heart-burnt* 
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_ H j the fourth. 

How now, dame Partlet the hen,haue you enquir’d Enter htf. ? 

ye H^VVhy firlohn, \vhat doe you thinke, Hr Iohn? doc you 
thinke /keepe theeues in my houte? /haue fcarchc, /haue e»- 
quired/ohas my husband, man by man, boy by boy/eruant by 
firruantrthe tightofahairey.vas neuerloihn my houTebefore. 

lair. Ye lie, HpUefie, BanM was fraud and loll many a 
hairf /and lie be fvvorne,my pocket was pick’t: goto,youare a 

VV e/~. VV ho, /:No , I defie thee: Gods light,/ was ncticr cal dfo^ 

in mine owne houfe before. . ■ 

Fal/. Goto, I know you wellmoiigh; _ T 7 ' It* 

Ecf. No, fir Iohn, you do not know me, fir Iohn; I know you 
firlolimvou owe me money, fir Iolm, and now youpicke a quar- 
reU to beguile me of it: /bought you adouzen of fonts to your 

Doulas,filthy doulas. /hauegiuen them away.to Ba- 
kers wuies, they haue made boulters oft hem, 

Hef. Now as /am a true woman, ho lland of viii-s. an ell: you 
owe money here befides, fir Iohn, for your diet, and by drmk- 
ings,and money lent you xxiiii. pound. 

Fair. Hehad his part ofjt, let him pay.. 

H of. He? alas, he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How?poorc?looke vponhis face. What call you rich? let 
them coyne his noli, let them coyne his chcekcs, ile not pay a 
denyer: what, will you make ayonkcrof mec? lhall /not take 
mine eafe in mine Inne,but I lhall haue my pocket pickt? / haue 
lofl a feale ring of my grandfathers .worth f ortie marke, 

Hof.O Iefu! /haue" heard the Prince tell him, /know not 
how oft, that that ring was copper. 

F<»^How?theprinccisa lacke,afneakeup: Zbloodand he 
were here,/ would cudgell him like a dog, if he would fay lb. 
Enter the prince marching t andFalftaljfe meetes him 
flaying vpon his trunchionjikea fife. 

Falf How now, lad ? isthc winde inthatdoorcifaith? muft 
we all march? 

Bar , Yea,two,andtwo,Newgatefafoion. 

11 of. My Lord, /pray you heare me, 
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